THE    GREEN    EDGE    OF    ASIA

believe me. I walked on, the pack at my heels. "Rick-
sha,   Mister!   Ricksha,   Mister!   Ricksha!   Ricksha!
Ricksha!"

The Monastery of Secluded Light.

I turned, put my hands on the shoulders of the
nearest; smiled into his puzzled face, spun him round
and pushed him away. He laughed. Understanding
lit up his face; they left me.

I walked into the Hall of the Four Temple Guardians
of Ling-Yin. I beheld the huge effigies, the sumptuous
altar with its fantastic, exquisite, deep-cut gilt reliefs,
the incense-urns, the giant candles, the remote red-
raftered ceiling. I shuddered. "Women clattered in,
threw coppers in the offertory boxes, lit joss-sticks,
and impaled candles, kow-towed, murmured at an
altar, talked, and wandered out. I went out too and
crossed the stream; and picking my way among the
thick-strewn ordure, of which the stench beat up in
waves, I climbed a few yards along the cliff to stare
in delight at that strange figure cut from the rock six
hundred years ago, the Laughing Buddha. The whole
cliff-face here is cut about with Buddhas, and under
the cliff are caves filled and lined with them. But,
among them all, this slightly more than life-size
symbol of optimism is unique.

Now I made away from villagers and pedlars and
pilgrims, and set off up the long avenue. Soon it
turned into a path, which turned into a mountain